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spirits, too, make me impatient to be in London, which, after all, is in England, le seul s&jowr d'un honnSte homme.
I am, most faithfully and affectionately yours,
CHESTERFIELD.
Bath, March 24, 1739.
MY DEAR LYTTELTON,
You give me such constant and uninterrupted marks of your friendship, that I won't single out your impatient inquiry after my health, as a particular instance to thank you for. I thank you for the whole; I thank you for loving me as much as you do; though I can with truth say, it is but a just return to the sentiments I have for you. I am already, in these six days, as much better as I could possibly expect, and more so than I could possibly have expected, if I had not so often experienced the surprising effect these waters have upon me. I am persuaded that when I have drank them three weeks longer (which I propose doing), I shall be as well as ever I shall be, that is, I shall be vamped up, and repaired for some time, for, like Sir Robert, I subsist only by shifts and expedients, and I no more expect to see my constitution recovered, than I do that of the public. I can't say that I divert myself here, but I can't say that I am tired neither; if here is not company I like (as most certainly there is not), in return there are nofdcheux, and here is no one body enough acquainted with me, to have a right to be troublesome. I walk and write by turns: I play at billiards two hours in the morning for exercise, and at whisk two hours at night for dissipation; which, with a perfect tranquillity of mind